Another day in the life of Candice, a fall afternoon in her favorite biology class. Lucky for her it was a simp 
le classroom session. Mrs. Panderson was feeling her lazy self, and decided to run a "exciting" movie pre 
sentation. Candice yawned, though it made her afternoon easier, it meant she can catch up on other studi 
es. Unlucky for her, Emma was sitting in the last row directly behind Candice. 


But Candice had the upper hand, so far no pranks today! No quick pulls of her shorts exposing her butt ch 
eeks to the school, no boob flashes! No! today Candice was smart! She wore her tight-fitting shorts and b 
utton shirt! Still appropriate for school, but no involuntary nudity today! Candice rose her head high in conf 
idence. 


"Psst, psst! Hey, Candice" Emma whispered. 

"Yeah?" Candice whispered back, turning to face her red-headed classmate. 

"It’s your turn to take care of Mr. Wiggle this weekend, right?" Emma gestured at the nearby cage in w 
hich a greenish lizard was staring blankly through the glass. 

"Oh, yeah," Candice replied, "Thanks for the reminder. But why do you ask?" 

"Because | think he likes you..." 

Candice gave the reptile an odd look. "I don’t think he thinks of me that way,” she explained, "He’s a li 
zard, I’m pretty sure he’s not even fully aware | exist..." 

"Oh, don’t be so hard on yourself," Emma countered, "| hear reptiles love nerds. Besides, I’m pretty su 
re | saw him checking out that big bubble-butt of yours while your back was turned." 

Candice gave an flustered eye-roll, but Emma couldn't help but laugh as she noticed the glasses-clad 
blonde keeping an inquisitive eye on the class pet. It seemed almost as if the geek half-believed what sh 
e’d been told, even though it was clearly nothing more than a mischievous tease. Maybe the curvy nerd 
was a little more suggestible than she realized. If so, that was going to make this next part all the more hil 
arious. 


Emma briefly considered adding something else just to see if she could push things even farther, but b 
efore she could think of something Mrs. Panderson wandered in, flicked the lights off, and began closing t 
he blinds. "Good morning, class," the science teacher explained as she walked over to her desk and set 
up the projector, "Today we'll be discussing the mating habits of various non-mammalian animals..." 


Emma stifled another laugh. Candice gave her an odd look. "Shush!" the blonde urged. 
"Right, sorry," Emma whispered back. 


The teacher droned on, and Candice was clearly very wrapped up in her note-taking. Emma cast a gl 
ance over at Mr. Wiggle. The lizard, for its own part, seemed to be unusually active. That isn’t to say it w 
as very active by most standards, but he was moving around and seemed interested in his environment. | 
f Emma didn’t know any better, she’d almost think that he knew what was about to go down. The redhea 
d turned back to the teacher and pretended to focus on the lesson. 


It wasn’t long, though, before Candice’s own concentration was disrupted. Specifically, she felt an itch 
, a little something scamper across her back and, before she could react, crawl into the neck of her shirt. 
Candice’s eyes went wide as she could feel tiny little claws scamper across her back, and she jerked ina 
wkward surprise when she felt whatever it was unhook her bra as it worked its way down her torso. She f 
elt her bra loosen, and with no way of fastening it back together, especially not without someone noticing, 
not in a class like this! She might have let out a yelp had her first instincts not been to avoid disrupting the 
class. Besides, if this was what she thought it was, there was a good chance the teacher would think she 
let it out of the cage herself, in which case she’d also get in trouble for that. She’d have to find a discrete 
way of dealing with it and getting it back in its cage. 


Candice tried to reach behind herself to capture the errant creature, but by now it had already started s 
campering around to the front of her shirt. She felt as the long lizard squeezed between her cleavage. Tin 
y clawed feet and a long tail briefly tickled her tummy. Now’s my time to get it, before it reaches my shorts 
! Candice thought. Candice prepared her hands in a "Ready to capture" position. 


"Okay...ready...and.." Candice whispered. Suddenly she heard a loud snap of the ruler. 


"Candice! Do | hear you back there? You better hush young lady" Mrs. Panderson snapped, sitting at her 

desk. She must have hearing like a dog! How am I..!! Candice thought. Before she could complete her tho 
ught, the lizard nestled into her shorts from the front, squiggling down the the front of her panties, Candice 
just realized that the snap of the ruler caused her to hesitate in capturing the lizard, and now its crawled d 
own into her shorts and slithered its way into her panties. Candice winced as the creature, now nestled be 
tween her legs. She could feel its tiny feet scampering down her most intimate places. Now | know why th 
ey call the class pet Mr.Wiggles! 


Candice tried closing her legs, clasping her hands in her crotch, hoping to stop the creature from moving 
about, wiggle and squiggling about, she didn’t want to kill the creature with her thighs, but the sensation it 
was causing her was driving her insane! She felt it move faster and faster, two hands clasped between he 
r thighs, her boobs squished in between causing massive cleavage. She held her breath, trying to not ma 
ke a single noise, otherwise the teacher will hear her and the class will all gaze at her! This is so embarra 
ssing! How did Mr.Wiggles end up in my shorts? Candice struggled to think. Suddenly the creature stoppe 
d moving, a brief sigh or relief, Candice let go of her crotch. What happened? I- Before Candice could fini 
sh her thoughts the creature began moving faster and faster and faster! The creature began to vibrate. 


And then it dawned on Candice that lizards did not, under normal circumstances, vibrate at all. Struggl 
ing to think through the distracting sensation she cast a glance over at the cage and saw that Mr. Wiggle 
was, in fact, still right where he belonged, once again staring blankly at her. And yet, there was still most 
definitively something scaly inside her panties, pressed against her most sensitive parts and creating this 
most overwhelming of sensations. She forced a glance over to Emma. 


Emma briefly held up an RC joystick and grinned. It was now clear to Candice the thing in her panties 
was, in fact, just a toy lizard, but that didn’t make the sensation any less disruptive. She gave Emma a pl 
eading look, silently mouthing for her to stop, but instead the red-head simply adjusted a dial and the vibr 
ation intensified. 


"Oh God..." Candice muttered as she half-melted under the sensation, "Please, no, that’s..." 


Emma responded by turning the dial up just a tiny notch more. There weren’t a lot of toy lizards that c 
ould do what she needed this one to do, and she had actually had to commission a friend to make this on 
e custom. On the whole it cost her a fair amount of money, but it was totally worth it to see Candice squir 
m like this. She could see the nerdy blonde shift uncomfortably in her seat, obviously quite unclear on ho 
w to deal with the situation. It was all Emma could do not to laugh out loud. More notably, it seemed it w 
as all Candice could do not to provide certain noises of her own. 


Emma briefly considered making some kind of comment to see if she could make things even harder o 
n Candice, psychologically speaking, but she thought better of it, realizing she didn’t want to be the one to 
draw attention to them. Besides, it looked like the blonde nerd was having more than enough trouble on 
her own at the moment. Emma watched with delight as her classmate practically writhed in her seat, clea 
rly barely able to contain what must have been an overwhelming mixture of pleasure and discomfort. 


Candice did a small dance of her own, squirming her desk, trying to shift the toy on her own, somewhere, 
anywhere else but there! Candice put one hand over her mouth to prevent no unnecessary moans. 


"Aww, Candice, what’s wrong? Sometimes bugging you? You seem a bit wiggly." Emma whispered close 
to Candice’s ear. How does the teacher not hear that?! Candice pondered. She didn’t have room to think, 
Emma dialing the toy’s vibration setting up and down, sending Candice into a frenzy of sensations. 


Eventually Candice snapped. One way or another, she had to get that toy out of her panties. The blo 
nde frantically tried to slip her hands into her shorts to remove the artificial pest, but couldn’t get past the ti 


ght fabric of her own waistband. Why did | have to wear such tight shorts?! Emma struggled even harder 
not to laugh at Candice’s reaction, the awkward blonde always put on such a delightful show. And now, tr 
ue to the adorable she-geek’s track-record, things were getting even better as she began to frantically unz 
ip her shorts in an effort to get at the mechanical reptile. Emma had been wondering how long it’d be until 
things turned into a strip-tease this time. 


| can’t do this while sitting, | have to- | have to- Candice stood up, and with better but embarrassing sta 
nce, undid her shorts in the classroom! Oh God let no one see me! Candice was finally able to at least get 
her shorts open and had a chance to get the toy, but Emma wouldn't allow a swift victory. Candice starte 
d to fish for the toy in her panties, while holding up her shorts. Boom! Emma shouted in her mind, as she 
shot the dial up to max, causing Candice to drop her shorts to her ankles, baring her white bubble butt to 
everyone behind her. Emma teased Candice greatly, the toy’s vibration was so intense that it caused Can 
dice’s butt cheeks to jiggle, as if Candice’s hips weren’t already causing them to wobble about. Turning it 
down again, Candice was disheveled, her white panties on display, and let her shorts drop to the floor, an 
d her bubble butt sticking out. 


Struggling to maintain her balance, she leaned over the desk, steadying herself with one hand as she stru 
ggled to reach back with the other to liberate the toy from her underwear. Emma grinned as she got a per 
fect view of the blonde’s panty-clad tush. She realized the handful of students lucky enough to be seated 
behind her were probably getting quite the eyeful, too. Emma turned the vibration up further still and watc 
hed as Candice’s movements lost almost all coordination under the overwhelming sensation, her hand no 
w just frantically pawing at her panties, half rubbing and half spanking her own backside. Candice in one 
attempt, grabbed the back side of her panties, pulling them down and exposing her full cheeks on display, 
Emma almost burst out laughing for real, covering her own mouth. Candice, now had her butt out for ever 
yone to see, violently wiggling and jiggling with nothing to hold them back. 


It took a while for Candice to even regain enough of her faculties to put her hand where the lizard was 
hiding. It was unclear if the trembling blonde would be able to regain enough self-control to eventually re 
move the device but Emma decided she wasn’t going to wait and see, anyway. Besides, she had other th 
ings she wanted to try to get the nerd to do. 


Emma began manipulating the controls on her remote and guided the lizard to crawl out of the back of 
Candice’s panties, jiggling her cheeks on last time, and into her shirt. It took the blonde a moment to rega 
in her senses but when she did she saw her opportunity to be rid of the vermin, so she began frantically u 
nbuttoning her shirt. Emma, in turn, decided to encourage the girl along by turning the vibration up to its 
maximum setting. The lizard might not be braced against quite as sensitive an area at this point, but with 
it set to be as intense as it was now it would, at the very least, tickle like hell, and that seemed to be doing 
an adequate job on its own getting Candice to frantically undo her shirt. Within a matter of moments the 
woman had slipped her top and bra from her shoulders exposing her big voluptuous boobs, but between 
her arousal and the distraction of the lizard her brain seemed to melt at exactly the wrong time and she w 
ound up half collapsing onto her desk, boobs smooshed against the polished wood, butt raised as high as 
she could manage. Emma swept up Candice’s discarded bra and shorts aside and quickly hid them befo 
re taking a good, long look at her helpless classmate. It looked almost like the girl was going out of her w 
ay to present her big, round bottom as she lay on her desk, muttering unintelligible protests to no-one in p 
articular, one hand now cover her own breasts as all higher reasoning abandoned her. 


This, of course, made it the perfect time for the teacher to notice something was up and turn the lights 
on. "Candice! What is the meaning of this?" she scolded. 


Emma instantly shut the lizard off and had it scurry off of its victim and into the desk so it wouldn't be n 
oticed, but Candice still couldn’t manage an intelligible response. She could barely even get her thoughts 
coherent enough to figure out what was going on, although she was pretty sure she had the eyes of litera 
lly every person in the classroom focused on her figure right now, naked save for her white panties and o 
pen button shirt, even though they barely covered anything, seemed to have slipped down a couple inche 
s further in the struggle, her boobs and butt all in display, her glasses tilted, her haira mess. She was so 


caught up in the sensory overload, but sobered up quick, she quickly covered her boobs and front from vi 
ew, leaving her cheeks vulnerable to Emma. Emma gave Candice a playful swat of her butt. 


"| think what’s going on, Mrs. Panderson," Emma volunteered on her classmate’s behalf, "Is Candice w 


as just so wrapped up in the spirit of the lesson that she just had to try out her own little presentation for M 
r. Wiggles here." 


"| see," Mrs. Panderson replied, trying to sound scornful but ultimately failing to keep a small smirk con 
tained, "Well, if we’re quite through here, would Candice like to retrieve her clothes and get dressed? | w 
ould like to continue with the lesson." 


"But | think this is a fine lesson on mating rituals," Emma protested, "| mean-..." 


"Non-Mammalian," Mrs. Panderson interrupted, reminding Emma her wise-ass remark wouldn't hold any 
water under these circumstances. 


"Right, sorry," Emma backed down. 
"Candice, get dressed and go to the principals office young lady!" 


"Yes, wait...where are m-my clothes?!" Candice muttered, just barely starting to regain her senses, but 
still clearly very distracted. 


"I’m sorry, what did you say?" Mrs. Panderson warned. 
"| can’t get... get dressed..." Candice forced herself up and looked around, then with some amount of a 
larm as she became more aware of her situation she added, "| can’t find my clothes!" 


Mrs. Panderson rolled her eyes. "Well, of course not," she replied sarcastically, "Ok, go to the principa 
I's office, we'll get you sorted out later. Tell him in the meantime you'll need something to wear..." 


"R-right... sorry," Candice conceded, her cheeks burning red as she realized that, once again, she’d be 
en made a right spectacle. 


"Hurry now, I'd like the rest of the class to be able to focus so | can continue with my lesson..." 


"Right!" Candice began to make her way past Emma and towards the door. 
"And for Heaven’s sake! At least pull your panties up!" Mrs. Panderson reminded the girl. 


"Ah! I’m sorry!" Candice fixed her underwear and continued to make her way out. 
"Hey nerd!" Emma teased, giving the blonde one final swat on the rear, "Don’t forget to come show us 
that big bubble-butt of yours again when it’s time to study human anatomy!" 


"Emma!" Mrs. Panderson scolded, "If you can’t contain yourself, | can always have you join your friend 


"Really? So | can take the rest of class o-... -ff..." Emma trailed off as she realized the teacher had inte 
ntionally left her meaning ambiguous, "I, uh... right, sorry teach. I'll be good." 


And so it was everyone watched in relative quiet as Candice marched off, hands folded across her bar 
e breasts and her panty clad posterior on full display. 


Candice was about halfway to the principal’s office when she felt something vibrate between her legs. 
She yelped and jumped, throwing her arms in the air and momentarily baring her breasts to the empty hall 


way. For one brief second she worried she still had the lizard in her underwear. As she reached down, th 
ough, she realized that it was her cell-phone. Emma must have slipped it in there sometime between her 
fixing her underwear and leaving the classroom. Candice realized that the redhead must have also slippe 
d her panties most of the way back down in the process. In fact, her panties seemed to be even further d 
own than they had gone during the struggle with the lizard, so what little modesty she had maintained duri 
ng the height of the ordeal would have been further compromised on her way out of the room. The teach 

er must not have noticed. Or maybe on some level Mrs. Panderson was as amused as everyone else an 

d had just caved to letting Candice humiliate herself. It seemed unlikely, but it was a thought the blonde c 
ouldn’t help but entertain at this point. Public humiliation seemed to be rapidly becoming her lot in life. 


Nothing that could be done about it at this point, though. Candice picked up her phone to see why it h 
ad been vibrating. Sure enough, it was a text message from Emma. 


"Hey nerd," it read, "Thanks for giving us such a nice show. You really seemed to be enjoying yourself 
back there. We all enjoyed watching you, too. Mr. Wiggle particularly liked your display. I'll try to send y 
ou some of the pictures | and the rest of the class took later, hopefully those will bring back some fond me 
mories. Stay bouncy, Bubble Butt. Lots Of Love, Emma." 


